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ro Tun 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


= #7 #® # 23 
Counteſs of COF ENTRY. 


MADAM, 


HE following Elegies, which 
; paint the . fm unhappy 
Paſſion, through the circling e- 


riods of a ſing le Day, beg Leave to ſhelter 


themſelves Ws your Ladyſhip's Name, 
of mercileſs Critics. Love is a Being of too 
delicate a Conſtitution to be roughly treat- 
ed, and here it doubts not to reſt ſecure 
from their Attacks, within the Privelege of 
that Sanctuary, which even Critics muſt 
= approach with Reverence. 
But your Ladyſhip's Protection was not 
the ſole Motive that induced me to this 


CR .. E_IED ). —_ — 2 =o 


(6) 
Addreſs. I had a more politic Deſign in 
View. I knew that Elegy is a Kind of 
Writing which ſhould not be cooly read; 
and I could think of no furer Method of 


the Imagination of my Readers 
toa 
ſpirited Peruſual of theſe Poems, than by 
prev: ouſly calling to their Remembrance 


with hi gentle Enthuſiafn, 


the Idea of the Counteſs of COMFY E N- 
T R Y. The DeLiia of the Poems is not 
futhciently known, for this Purpoſe; and, 


if ſhe were, in Spight of the ſtrongeſt Par- 

tiality that Love can inſpire, I muſt con- 
feſs, your Ladyſhip is far beyond her; nor 
will ſhe condemn me for this Acknow- 
ledgement, which powerful Truth extorted 


 h1cm me; forInever knew any Woman who 


was not content to be ht ſecond to 
your Ladyihip in Beauty, which is but 
tlie lcaſt conſiderable of your Perfections. 

J had alſo another Reaſon for preferring 


your Ladyſhip to this Trouble; I hate 


Flattery, and at the ſame Time am con- 


vinced how diifcult it is to avoid it upon 


theſe Occaſions; I therefore pitched upon 


your Ladyſhip as the only Perſon in the 
Y yimp World, 


» kn a a a Sn Mi Broad — a AS 3 


your 
that what I fay is Truth; I hope I ſhall, 
at leaſt, gain Credit when | fay 


(93 
World, perhaps, whom it is impoſlible to 
flatter: fo that, by Means of my judicious 
. Dedication ani be 
lowed that Merit, to which all others have, 
in vain, pretended, I mean Sincerity. For, 


| #1 ello wth yore Ladyſhip the 


moſt extravagant Praiſe (with which it is 
not at all my intention to offend your Ears) 
who is there that would think I ſaid too 
much? Poſterity indeed might juſtiy think 


I flattered, but it is becauſe the Painters 
of the preſent Age, with reſpect to your 
Ladyſhip, ſeem rather more averſe to flat- 
tery, than I am ; but principally, becauſe 
Pofterity can never ſee the preſent — 8 


of COVENTRY. 
TIL only with it were as caſy to 


perſu * 
Ladyſhip, as all the World beſides, 


1 am your Lady ſhip's 
| Miſh devoted, 
Moſt obedient, and 
Very bumble Servant, 
The Author. 


Advertiſement. 


THE Author of the follrwing Liner, havi 
dwelt with Pleaſure on the ritings of ſever 


of our moſt eminent Poets, and having, from a ve- 


ry early Acquaintance, their Thoughts aloft inſe- 


of Imitation, inſe:ſibly fell, not only into their 
of thinking, but ſometimes into their very 
Expreſſion, in ſome Taſſages of the following 


egies. 5 


Thus much he thought incumbent upon him to ac- 


knowledge to the Public; and further, he muſt con- 


 feſs, if theſe Elegies have any Merit, in their Sen- 
timent, Condud or Simplicity, that it is entirely owe- 
| Ing (next to the Beauty that inſpired them) to the 
Tote he acquired in ſtudying Mr. Hammond's e- 


legant Compoſition of this Rind,; and if this Pub- 


fication ſhall at any Time occaſion the Author r 
Name to be mentioned in Company with that Gen- 
tlemar's, he will attain the higheſt Honour, te 
which, as a Writer, his Ambition would aſpire. 


perably blended with his own, without any * 
ay 
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NI G H T 
The 


o W Gurzia ſhone ſerene with Silver Light, 
And Silence reign'd ſole Monarch of the Night; 


FIRST ELE G. 


Now ſcarce a Zephyr fin'd the placid Sky, 
But all was huſh'd,-----fave Philomel and I. 


Sweet, tuneful Bird, who ſhun'ſt he Noiſe of Day, 
Darkling to chaunt thy melancholy Lay, 


If it be Love that makes thee ionth Repoſe, 
neu Je Tie cin 9¹¹ ; /mparhetic Woes. 


But if chy Love, regardleſs of thy Pain, 


Still hears thee ſing, and h-ars thee fing in vain; 


How ſhall my ruder Voice e er Hope to moy:, 
Or charm wy gentle Delia uno Love ? 


Hee let me Nightly wander in che Grove, 


Io court th Idea of my aoſent Love, 


Wich Fancy's Eye, to gaze ui on her Charms, 


And press the lovely Phamom to my Arms. 
B | Bring 


(10) 


Bring, bring my Delia's Image to m y Mind. 
And for s Moment bet me think ber kind 
Oh! 'tis in vain-----Imagination dies, 

The fancy d Delia, like the real, flies. 


Oh! I am ſick, oppreſs'd with tender Grief, 
Bring, gentle Love, oh! bring me ſoft Relief; 


Quick, on the Wings of Expectation, fly, 
Oh! help thy Vot'ry, help me or I die. 


ne The Night'sfar ſpent, and ſoon the Morn ſhall riſe, | 
Come, gentle Sleep, and ſeal theſe weeping Eyes; | 
Thou Balm of Nature, fink into my Breaſt, 

Shut cv'ry ſenſe------O Ill my Soul to Reſt! 


In ſoft Repoſe che gentle Delia's laid, 

Sweet be the Slumbers of che ſleeping Maid, 

Let no rude Thought che peaceful Charm deſtroy, 
But let her Dream of Love, and Dream of Joy: - 


Let ſome bright Viſion then my Form aſſume, 
Wich Charms deluſive and Ethereal Bloom; 
Then let the Phantom kneel before the Fair, 
And tell her how I love, and how deſpair. 


For oh! 1 think, could gentle Delia know 
1 half my Paſſion, or but half my Woe, 
She'd farely y pity, tho? ſhe'd not approve, 
And tender Pity is a-kin to Love. 


MORN- 


MORNING. 
The S EC O ND EL E Ov. 


ISH'D Morn is come La chearful Ray of 

%% © 
Peeps thro* the fable Curtains of the Night; 
And now I hear the tow' ring Lark, on high, 
Chaunt his glad Mattins chro the vocal Sky. 


Sleepleſs I've toſs d the tedious Nis lu aWays 
And wiſn' d, impatient, for the e Day; - 
What now avails the chcarful Dawn of Light? 
Wrapt in Deſpair, with me *tis endleſs Night. 


All Nature ſcemsrefrcſh'd ; muſt only Love 

No kind Repoſe, no Intermiſſion prove ? 
Fen painful Care is ſometimes lulPd to Sleep; 
Muſt Love alone eternal Vigils keep ? 


At Delia's Window I'll my Station take, 
And ſing of Love, *tiil gentle Delia wake; 
In ſofteſt Strain, her Stumbers I'll remove, 
And ſhe ſhall wake to Muſic and to Love. 


ot 
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(12) 
O! for Tibullu Voice, for Hammoend's Lyre, 
To kindle Rapture, and excite Deſire ! 
Then ſhould ſhe melt at ev*ry tender Strain, 
And her Fleart figh with (ympathetic Pain. 


This is her Window----ſweeteſt Delia riſe, 
O lovely Maid, unveil thy radiant Eyes; 
Wich one ſoft Smile, chaſe dark Deſpair away, 
Aruc, my Delia, ſmile and make it Day. 


She hcars me not- regardleſs of my Pain, 

Or, if ſhe hears, ſne hears with cold Diſdain. 

On :his bare Earth for ever let me lie, 5 
Here let me languiſh, N 


But het l now the Window opes! 
Tis Delia 8 Self- tis She by all my Hopes! 
Soft gracious Smiles, o'er ev*ry Feature play, 
Bright as the Radiance of the 6 riſing Day. 


Hb bee 1 in native Charms array'd, 


Thou need'ſt from gawdy Dreſs no borrow*d Aid; 


How ſweet that ooſe Attire, that careleſs Air, 
In artlcis Negligence, divinely fair! 


Come, come, my Fair, together let us ſtray, 
And taſte the Fragrance of the early Day. 
So ſhall young Heath, the roſy Child of Morn, 
With all his Mother's Bloom thy Cheek adorn. 


Look, 


* 


G 


(13) 

Look, look, abroad, behold tis Break of Day; 
See, on yon Lawn, the tender Lambkins play; 
Now ev*ry Linnet ſings in ev'ry Grove, 

And laughing Nature charms the Soul to Love. 


She ſmiles Aﬀent-----deſcend, celeſtial Maid, 
Come to my Arms, my Love, be not af aid. 
Thus let me preſs my kind, conſenting Fair 
Starting I woke,-----She vaniſh'd into Air! 


” 


Oh! *rwas a flatt' ring Dream; too ſoon I found; 
Stretch'd at her Door I ſlept upon the Ground, 
Where Delia's Form my ouſy Fanc: drew, 
Deck d her in Smiles, then thought the Viſioa true, 


Thus let me ſlecp, oh! thus for ever dream, 
Such heart- felt Exlaſies, muſt more than ſeem ; 
Then, like Endymion, bleſt inraptur'd Boy! 
P'll lie intranc*d in everlaſting Joy! 


NO 0x: 


The THIRD ELE GV. 


TOW Phebus v vertically ſhoots his Rays 
With all the Fervor of his Noon-tide Blaze 3 


Now let me ſeck ſome ſolitary Grove, 
To give a Looſe to Fancy and to Love. 


bh whar ſk Scene is gentle Delia laid ? 


Which is, at Noon, my Delia's fav rite Shade? 


Oft in fair Richmond's interwoven Bowers, 
Lonely, ſhe loitcrs out the ſultry Hours. 


Does ſhe to Merlir's * awful Cave retire, 
To feaſt her Fancy with poetic Fire? 
Or to the Hermitage, f romantic Vault! 


© Where learned Buſts adorn the claſſie Grot ? 
Oh! 


8 5 1 A fi 


* Uerlix's Cave in Richmond Gardens, where there is a ColleQtion 
of Engliſs Claffics, to which Mr. Por: alludes in this Live: 


E Merlin's Cave is half unfurniſb d yet. 


E 
1 


Let the ſoft Notes ſtill warble on thy Tongue; 


(15) 

Ohl let me find the beauteous Maid alone, 
And, at her Feet, pour out my artleſs Moan ; 
No longer will I pine, in dumb deſpair, 
Perhaps my Delia is as kind as fair. 


Let the ſoft influence of th' inchanting Scene, 


The mazy Thickets, Walks for ever grcen, 


The flow? ry Lawn, the Light excluding Grove, 


Todkne her to the meking Vole of Love. 


But hark, there's Muſic!- — tis my Delia's Voice, 
My Delia ſings, let all the Grove rejoice! 
Huſh ev*ry Breeze, let not an Aſpin move, 

Let all be ſilent, Delia ſings of Love. 


| Sweet Maid, let me not inerrups your Song, 


And yet it is too much, at once, to wound 


Our Eyes with e and our Ears with Sound. 


Start not, my Delia, here's no Danger near, 


Thy Beauty guards thee----baniſh ev*ry Fear; 


Een Love himſelf, the Tyrant of my Heart, 
Awes with Reſpect, and takes fair Bcauty*s Part. 


Long have thy ce my v Soul of Reſt, 
Long has th' Infection rankled in my Breaſt; 
To ſpeak my tender Sorrow oft I've try'd, 
As oft my Tongue the tender Taſk deny'd. 


Oh! 


(16) 
Oh! hear me, gentle Delia, hear me now, 
Incline propitious to my love- ſick Vow: 


So may thy Charms no fading Changes prove, 
But Bloom for ever, conſtant as my Love. 


Tho? unadorn'd with Titles or with PowW 'r, 

Tho Fortune {mild not on my natal Hour, 
Vet I've a Heart that's rich in fond defire, 
And my Soul glows with more than vulgar Fire. 


Blut if tis Wealth alone thy Love can draw, 
I'll dig for Treaſure in the Mines of“ Law; 


Pierce the dull Gloom of Coke's pedantic Lore, 


And, from his Droſs, e 


Wond'ring ſhall Delia hear my praiſes rung, 


What flowing Periods trickle * my Tongue! 
Inſpir'd by thee, and Love's juperior a: 
Ix. Coke, Pil counſel, and, like Tully, plead, 


Unpleaſing thus, Vil drudge away my Youth, 
Far from the Paths of Science and of Truth; 
Wage endleſs Battles at the noiſy Bar, 

To deck thee with the Spails of Civil War. 


I d wiſhtoſhua che buſtling Noiſe of Care, 


The Auvruo is dcfigned for the Profeſſion of the Bar. 


Far, 


2 
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(17) 
Far, in the Centre of ſome peaceful Grove, 
Retir d, to dwell with Delia and with Love. 


Then ſhould we feaſt on pure extatic Bliſs, 
Exchanging Souls at ev*ry melting Kiſs, 
Wrapt in Delight, my Delia then ſhould prove, 
How poor all Grandeur is compar'd to Love. 


| Ah! do not 0----my gentle Delia ſtay ; 
You'll ſcorch your Beauties in the Blaze of Day: 
The Sun now rages in his higheſt Noon---== 
And *tis a Pity ſure to part ſo ſoon. 


; Bur if we nfi--—brs whe cnc water Leare, 
Shall we, my fair, meet here again at Eve @ 
Oh chere*s celeſtial Muſic in that Ter? 


Thus let me feal the Promile of my R 


EVENING, 


; — 


(18) 


E VENING. 


The Fo v R T H EL E GY. 


[OW mil the Evening, how ſerene the Sky! | 
With Streaky purple ting'd, ethereal Dye 


Calm Stillneſs rules, no Zephyr ſeems to move, 1 
And the ſoft Hour invites the Soul to Love. 
The tedious Minute now approaches ncar, 
When Delia promis'd ſhe would meet me here: ; 
And now, to feaſt my Delia in this Bow? r. 
Te nent er ry Frum and ev'ry Flow r. 


The velvet Peach, the Plumb's unſully*d Blue, 


Rakes of untouch'd Beauty s virgin Hue; 


Pine's rich Fruit, leſsNatuce*s Child than Art's, | 


And Cherrics----that reſemble bleeding Hearts. | 


To form a Couch, theſe Roſes here I'll ſtrow, 


With theſe I'll weave a Garland for her Brow ; | 


With Flora's Gifts, fantaſtic dreſs her Hair, 
Then gaze with Wonder on the ſmiling Fair! 


Then 


oo 2 
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(19) 
Then will I preſs her little Hand in mine, 


While ſhe, with bluſhing Innocence divine, 


And ſoft Reluctance, ſhall my Hand controul, | 
Pl pour out all the Rapture of my Soul. 


Grown bold in Love, tranſported with my Bliſs, 


On her ripe Lips PII print a living Kifs, 
Whoſe warm Impreſſion fondly ſhall impart | 


And ſend the ſoft Infection to her Heart. 


Love's Fire ſhall flaſh around ln 


And Delia's F. ye ſhall kindle in the Blize; 
Thro' ev'ry Vein ſhall flame the young Deſire, 
Like ſubtil Magic of Electric Fire. 


Fun Soul no Soul the NN” ute than caught; 


Wiſh meeting Wiſh, and Thou hu preventing 3 


Thought, 


Together we'll expire in Flames of Love, 
80 Seme le was once conſum' d by Fove, 


But hark! ſhe comes--=<-the punctual Maid is 


e 


The Silky ruffüng of her vel I hear. 


Pll run to meet her- - ſoft ' twas but a Breeze, 


8 genily breathing, fan'd the quiv*ring Trees. 


And yet the Time $ * 'J----why u his Delay ? 1 


And now the ſetting Sun has clos'd the Day. * 


ey 
PII climb the lofty Summit of this Tree, 
Haply from thence my Delia I may ſee. 


| Oh! dsa dreary Deſart all arqund! 
I train my Eye-Balls, yet no Detia's found. 
Now were it well, to eaſe at once my Pains, 


And, leaping hence, beat out my delp'rate Brains, 


I knew ſhe would not come deceitful Maid! 

Ho ſoon her Smiles my eaiy Faith betra ya! 
Who'd thiak that Lelia falicly thus could do? 

Yet, as a Woman, who could chink her true ? 


Who knows but now, moſt lviſh of her Charms, 
Looſely ſhe wantons ia ſome Rival's Arms, 


Riots in Bliſs, and ſurfcits with the Joy. 


Diſtra ring Thought! tis Phrenzy! "tis Deſpair? 
I'll fly this Inſtant to tWa-andon'd Fai air, 
Her and her Para nour Vil drag to Lizh:, 
And feaſt cenſo:ĩous Matrons with the Sight. 


Vet ſtay wy Heart! whence this tumulꝰ ons Speed? - 


My Delia's w dong d ſhe' s Innocence indeed; 
She's chaſte, ſhe's virtuous, as the veſtal Flame, 
'Tis I am wretchcd-----ſhe's a ſpocleſs Name. 


1 


While, drunk with luſcious Love, th'i i nemperatcBoy : 
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A HE Minor Poets: Or, the Works of the 
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